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Chapter 1 


I have always been interested in auctions. Oh, I do not mean 


prestigious auctions such as Christie's or Sotheby's. No, Idon't. 
As an artist, I can't afford that. But I like these little auctions 
which are organized all around the country, selling mainly 
cheap things. The price of an object means nothing, by the 
way. It only depends on how much money people are ready to 
spend for it. And also, how many people want to it. If only one 
person is interested, the item will be cheap; but if thousands of 
people are, prices will be going higher and higher. Basically, it 
takes only two billionaires to sell a Gauguin 300 million 
dollars. The is a fight with our modern weapon : money. Art is 
a demand and supply business. What is painted on a canvas 
does not interest anybody. The signature matters, only the 
signature. Who is the artist? This is the only question. What 
you do is not important. It is who you are that is important. 
Without the fame, a Pollock or a Warhol should cost 5 dollars. 


It was the end of winter, but spring had not turned up,yet... A 
kind of unknown season. Nobody knew what kind of clothes 
they should wear. Weather was not cold, but it was not warm 
either. A puzzling season. I was on the way to the bakery and, 
as ever, I had a look at an old auction house, located not far 
from my home. The shopping window was always full of 
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objects since there was a short “exhibition”on a few hours 
before the auction. So people could see the lots. 

I was about to leave, when | suddenly noticed a blue and 
yellow painting, unframed, they had put on the floor, among 
other brimborions. Why did I look at this poor canvas, I do not 
know. But, almost instinctively, I entered the auction house. 
The shopkeeper knew me very well, after all these years. He 
was very busy, selecting the lots for the afternoon's sale. 


- Morning, Jan. Interested in buying something today? 

He said. 

- Maybe. 

I answered. 

And I went to the corner of the shopping window, where I had 
seen the blue and yellow painting. It was there, as abandoned. 
I took it and looked. The linen canvas, unsigned, looked quite 
old. I turn my head and did not see the shop keeper anymore. 

- Rudi! 

I shouted. 

He showed up his head from upstairs. 


— How much the auctioneer has estimated this painting? 


- Jan, | have over four hundred paintings for sale this 
afternoon... I do not know...any sticker on the back? 


He mumbled. 


- Number 80. 
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Rudi left. A few minutes later, he came back with a big old 
hard book in his hands. 


-Number 80 you said? 
- Yes 


- Entitled : "Three bathers"...unknown artist. We will start the 
bidding at 30 dollars. 


He sighed wearily. 

- Thanks, Rudi. I'll come back this afternoon for the auction. 
I answered. 

Rudi gently scratched his head with his pencil and smiled. 

- I knew you would find something to buy, Jan ! 

I smiled too. 


- Well, Rudi, you know me... 


This painting was a medium-sized canvas. About 20 by 23 in. 


It was a Picasso. 


Chapter 2 


Everybody knows that it is as impossible to find a Picasso in a 
small auction house as to find a Stradivarius in a discount 
shop. So I knew this painting was not a genuine Picasso, but it 
looked like one. I would never have been interested in buying 
a fake. Art forgers can be very talented, they can even be 
"genius", yet, at the end of the day, they are all pitiful 
parasites. They live by proxy in a way. They are therefore 
useless. But in that case, I did not want to buy a fake... I 
wanted to buy an enigma. No. This canvas was, as said 
Churchill : “A mystery wrapped in an enigma”. And I wanted 
to bid on a mystery. 


I knew this artwork was a fake Picasso but I could not 
remember where I had seen the original. Three bathers were 
on the beach. Two were lying down on the sand and the third 
was standing. The color of the beach was still vivid yellow. It 
seemed strange to me because the canvas, the wood frame, the 
linen material, was old. Yellow pigments are losing their 
brightness as time goes by. And this yellow color was still 
bright. But where had I seen this Picasso before? 


I did not have my smartphone with me when I went to the 
auction house, but I have a good visual memory - as all 
painters - and I perfectly remembered each detail of this 
mysterious artwork. Only the model of this copy, I could not 
remember. 
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I wanted to wait patiently for the beginning of the auction. But 
each minute lasted hours, if not years. I know, impatience is a 
sin. Maybe the worst of all sins : 1t is an insult to Time, the 
supreme god. We should wait for the right time and the right 
place. They always come. But we are all impatient and all our 
problems usually come from that. I wanted this Picasso. 
Badly. The doors of mystery were half-opened and I wanted to 
go in. 
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Chapter 3 


The auction was beginning at 3.30 pm, but I was in the room 
two hours before, discreetly eating a sandwich, trying to do 
my best to conceal under my chair the falling crumbs. Since 
there was nobody, except Rudi who was too busy, I kept 
talking with one of my best friends : me. 


- So you are going to buy a fake, this time? I do feel sorry for 
you... 


- Really? 

- You are not a bad painter, Jan... Your lozenge paintings have 
something special... I like it... The old rectangle-shaped canvas 
is done: lozenge has come! 


- Maybe... I did only what I could do... And? 


- Your little apartment is cluttered with harlequinesque 
lozenges... 


- Harlequinesque? 
- Yes. I mean : cluttered with colorful lozenges! 
- Harlequin’s costume is made with triangles Michael...But go 


on. 
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